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In The Hatf-Light 


Author's Notes: 

Disclaimer: This is a fictional story is based on the public personas of the band members featured and in no 
way reflects actual events. | am not affiliated with the band featured in any way and | do not profit from the 
writing of this story. 


It was the kind of clear, cold afternoon in April that promised an eventual thaw but made no definitive motion 
towards it. The sky, reflected in the puddles on the sidewalk, was a crystal blue, and the wind blowing in from 
the west was making Roger's eyes smart behind his glasses. He blinked several times, shoving his hands into 
his pockets, and kept walking. 


Its been a while, he thought, fondly, leaning against the façade of a building which had once been a strip club 
called the Sugar Shack. He peered into a dusted-over window, but nothing inside was as he'd left it twenty 
years ago. Still, his mind conjured an image of their cohort - himself, much younger, much thinner, surrounded 
by Fred, Brian, John, and Mack - drinking and laughing and tossing extravagant tips to the girls onstage. Just as 
suddenly as it had appeared, the memory was gone, and he sighed. It's been a while, he thought again. 


Roger adjusted his glasses and looked up and down the street. Montreaux was relatively quiet - he had been 
stopped earlier by a gaggle of tourists as he passed by Fred's memorial statue, but that was to be expected, 
and no one had paid him any mind since. He picked up the pace again, leaving the Sugar Shack behind, and, 
running a hand through his hair, he stepped inside a small grocery store. Roger wasn't sure quite what he was 
looking for - a case of beer seemed a bit too much for a man of his age, but he was taken by the desire to 


sit by the water and drink and get nostalgic. 


In the beverage aisle no solution came readily to hand. The beers were all Swiss, brands he wasn't used to. He 
lingered for a moment before a four-pack of Guinness but it seemed wrong to indulge without Brian, and Brian 
was in England, and probably busy. Roger suddenly became aware of a figure at the far left of his field of 

vision who seemed to be looking at him intently. Maybe one of the tourists from the pier? He kept his gaze on 


the bottles in front of him a moment, papered on a kind but firm smile, and turned to the onlooker. 
His careful smile wilted. "John?" 


John smiled sheepishly, casting his eyes downward before meeting Roger's baffled stare. "Spose so," he replied. 
Roger stepped forward, lifting his arms to embrace his old friend, but stopped. John rolled his eyes. "Come 


here, then," he muttered, clapping the older man on the shoulder. 
"What are you - how have you - how are - " Roger started, but John cut him off. 


It's a boring story. We should have a few of these first," he said, gesturing with a nod of his head to the 
nearly-forgotten beer aisle. They ended up with one of the Swiss brands - chosen for featuring a very pretty 
girl on the label - and walked together in silence towards the water, staying as far from Fred's memorial as 
they could manage, hoping to avoid as much attention as possible. Roger tucked his hands back in his pockets. It 
had been more than a dozen years since they'd last seen one another, and phone calls and letters, which had 
been scarce to begin with, dropped off entirely before too long. John had finished with stardom, settled down 
with his wife and children, and vanished from Roger's life completely. Roger wondered if he ever still played - a 


talent like that, it would be a crime if he didn't. 


"How have you been?" he asked, finally. They were almost at the water, the whisper of a glittering sunset 


spilling over its plate glass surface. 
John smiled. "Not much to report, I'm afraid. Veronica's well. And the kids." 
Roger nodded, laughing to himself. "You always were the family man" 


John nodded towards a bench on the pier, stretching his long matchstick legs out and taking a seat. He passed 
a beer to Roger and cracked one open for himself, blinking against the rays of the setting sun. "I can't say it 
hasn't been nice," John said languidly. "You know, live a real life for a change." John had been nineteen when he'd 
joined the band, the only one of them who didn't yet have a degree under his belt. Roger observed the slope of 
his scrawny shoulders, the grey that liberally peppered his hair, and the deep smile lines around the corners 


of his small, kind, green eyes. 


"Then what the hell are you doing in Montreaux?" Roger asked, finally. 


John turned towards him, laughing a little. "It is a bit odd, yeah? To tell you the truth, I'm not sure myself. | 
haven't been back since, well, | guess since ‘15, and it seemed like time." He paused. Roger looked pensively out 
at the water, taking a long pull from his beer. "And you?" 


"Oh, uh.." Somehow, Roger had not anticipated the question "Well |, to tell you the truth, things are a little bit 


strained at home - 
"What, with the supermodel half your age?" John laughed. "No, we always hoped you two would get together." 


Roger blushed and drank again. "We got in a fight, | hardly remember what about, but somehow it just seemed 
the thing to do, come out here and have a look at the old stomping grounds. Course, I've been back at 
Mountain a bit more'n you, | suppose, since the last album." 


John chuckled and raised his beer to his lips, pausing a moment before drinking. "Brian seems to be doing well," 


he said after a silence. 


"Oh, yeah, yeah, he's great. Got his whole crusade to save the planet going, seems to keep him busy. And 
y'know, he's happiest when he's busy," Roger replied. "He comes round to mine every so often to talk about the 


Freddie movie." A pause. "Doesn't feel quite right without you, Deaky." 
"Doesn't feel quite right without Freddie either, does it?" John countered. "H's not how it used to be, Rog" 


Roger set his empty bottle on the cement at his feet and opened another, taking a long drink. "Of course its 
not," he said, finally. "Doesn't mean you can just." he looked at his hands, weathered by time and years of 


abuse. "| know why you left but we were a family. Leaving the band doesn't mean you can leave us." 


A long silence stretched between theme. The sun kissed the horizon chastely, letting its fingers splay over the 
ripples in the water before them. John opened another beer without speaking and Roger watched him out of 
the corner of his eye, wishing he'd said nothing. 


"All you needed to do was ask," John said finally. 
Roger looked up at him and frowned. "Well it's a bit late now, you know - " he began 


"No, no, hear me out," John said. He drank deeply. "I did what | needed to do at the time, you know, get out of 


the business, spend time with my family - " he laid a warm hand on Roger's shoulder " - but you have to 
know that if you had said, if you had called me and said ‘John, | need your help' | wouldve been on the next 


damn plane." 


Roger's frown didn't fade. "We've bloody well tried to get you out, haven't we?" 


"Well that's the thing. lim not going to come out and play shows. I'm not, | can't do Queen anymore. | stuck 
around six years after Freddie died and | thought that was it and | moved on, | thought you did too, and Brian, | 
can't just come back and tour Europe with Queen, I've got a life now. But of course I'll be there if you need 


me, Rog. Don't pretend you don't know that." 


Roger closed his eyes and let himself lean into the comfort of John's shoulder. "Yeah, yeah, shut up," he said 


as John encircled him with his arms. 


It had been so long since they'd seen one another. John rested his chin on Roger's head and looked out at the 
sea, lapping against the rocks below them. The sky had turned a dusky mix of purple and gold, the sun pouring 
a bright pathway towards them across the water. They had been so close, especially in the early years, the 
younger half of Queen. John thought back to the publicity tour they had done together to promote The Works, 
traveling Japan without the pressure of gigging, enjoying one another's company outside of the sometimes 


overwhelming seriousness that Brian and Freddie could bring as a pair. 


Roger, for his part, kept his eyes closed. Being with John like this - unselfconsciously physical, conversationally 
frank, truly vulnerable for the first time in a long time - made him feel young again, and Roger desperately 
wanted to feel young again. Growing old had affected him much worse than it had affected Brian - he and 
Anita seemed content having settled down - and moments like this, moments when he could feel twenty-five 


and free and loved by his best friends, were all Roger knew how to live for anymore. 


The sun sank below the smooth lip of the horizon, its last vestiges glowing like smoky embers against the 
purple-black night sky. "Well," Roger said finally. They had been watching the sun set together for a long time, 
sitting in companionable silence, neither wanting the moment to end nor sure how to move on to the next 
order of business. "You should be getting home, Mr. Family Man." 


"And you've got apologies to be making, yourself" John smiled and the corners of his eyes creased gently. 


They walked back towards Mountain Studios, where they had both parked that morning. As John reached for 


his car keys, Roger put a hand on his elbow. 


"Deaky, l.. " he began. John raised his eyebrows. "I might need you, sometimes. You know. Don't make me ask, 


you don't know what that does to a bloke." 
John laughed. "I'll be in London in June, | might fancy a pint, you know," he said. 
"Yeah," Roger replied. "June. Sounds fine." He paused at the hood of his own car. "Thanks," he said finally. 


The sky had turned an inky black, dotted with stars. John pulled out first, and Roger trailed behind him, 
watching his taillights ease down the long, winding driveway from the studio. Inevitably, John made a left turn 
where Roger had to go straight, but he looked down the side street quickly as he eased through the 


intersection, watching his turn signal flick off and his brake lights come on at a stop sign. In a moment, John 


was out of view, and Roger found himself back in his hotel room, booking a ticket back to London for the next 
morning with a glass of scotch in one hand and an old record giving off sepia-toned waves of nostalgia on his 


stereo. 


